ANOTHER   VERSION
promptu'. Again, Mr. Arthur Waugh in his volume
of reminiscences. One Man's Road^ claims to have been
at the very birth of The Yellow Book. 'It happened',
he says, 'that I was lunching at the National Club in
Whitehall Gardens in the first week in January', 1894,
when Henry Harland and John Lane had come to tell
Gosse all about their new project; and as I made it the
theme of my London letter to The Critic next day, and
that letter still survives in print, I have at hand the
earliest documentary evidence of what The Yellow Book
was intended to be—a very different affair indeed from
what it is commonly reported to have been among those
who were born after it was dead and have not perhaps
taken the trouble to look into the features of its death
mask. For the popular report of The Yellow Book
represents it as the organ of a sere and sallow decadence;
while that afternoon Harland and Lane, so far at least
as Lane could get in a word edgeways, were acclaiming
the advent of a magazine which, in their own words,
was to be "representative of the most cultured work
which was then being done in England, prose and
poetry, criticism, fiction and art, the oldest school and
the newest side by side, with no hall-mark except that
of excellence and no prejudice against anything but
dullness and incapacity'*. . . . There was no sort of
hint that The Yellow Book was to be the oriflamme of
decadence; indeed, if any such suggestion had been
made to its publisher, he would have become inarticulate
on the spot.*
Since the events above related took place in January,
it follows that the conversation at the Hogarth could
but have been the spark that ignited a fuse already
prepared.
No one could cavil at Mr. Waugh's account of The
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